5Z          ONE-ACT   PLAYS   OF   TO-DAY
TED [generally]. Yus I   " Weil! "   An' get outside my room,
the 'ole blooming lot o' you 1
MRS HARRIS [rather fine h}. I'm sure Fve no wish------
MRS PIPE [rising Thank you for your gratitude, Ted 'Etberts 1
EMILY. Shut up, Muvver I
CHARLES KING [coming down L. of TED]. Look 'ere, oP Ted.
[His torn is one of brotherly remonstrance*] I don't think as you
ought to rahnd on them as Jas done all they could for you, an*
spent good money on 'avin' the little chap buried, an' all,
TED. I know you've done your best, oP pal
MRS PIPE. An* we 'aven't ?   Thank you !
CHARLES KING [kindly]. No one can't blame you for being
upset.
[The scene is once more interrupted, this time hy the entrance
of HARRIS and PICKARD, bearing between them a picture-
frame of a couple of feet square, or thereabouts, wrapped
in flimsy paper.
HARRIS [seeing the master of the house]. Wot, Ted I
PICKARD [with similar cordiality]. Out before your time ?
TED [not responding Looks like it.   Wot do you want ?
HARRIS. We've got something 'ere for you an7 Mrs 'Erberts,
Ted.    We was going to------   [He plucks off the paper, revealing
a cheap enlargement of a photograph of an anemic-looking infant some
six to eight months old.]   There 1   Ain't it like 'im ?
[His pride is great.
[MRS HERBERTS regards the photograph with intense admira-
tion, of which an exclamation of " Owl " is the culminating
point.   TED is only mystified by its sudden appearance.
TED. Were d'you get it ?
HARRIS [proudly]. We 'ad it done as a little surprise for you.
We passed the 'at round among------
TED [calmly and slowly}. Moi Gawd I   If this ain't the limit 1
You-------   [His rising passion suddenly finds vent in a whirl of the
arm, with which he snatches the picture and flings it against the door.]
Take the bloody thing away 1
[His wife gves a genuine cry of pain and reproach*
MRS HERBERTS. Oh, Ted 1   Benny's photograrf I   An' w'en
they've all been so kind to us 1